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Interview #1
Eugene "Big Gene" Murdock
1630 Hours, Wednesday, 2 April 1990, by telephone
6257 Starlight Drive
Columbus, Georgia 31904
telephone = 1-404-563-0667

1 was a confinement offic e r at LBJ.
I was in-between Vern Johnson and
Ivan Nelson.
Ivan took over from me.
I was down in Saigon with CORDS
and then I went up there [to Long Binh] and took over the Stockade right
after they had the littl e ruckus there; about the end of August 1968.
I
left there after we got it all c leared up.
Then I was c ommander of the
Gr o up and then I came home in May 1969.
The riot was still going on when I arrived [thus he got there on 28-29
August].
The next day Johnson was hurt.
He was injured in the riot .
I
don't re c all any metal plate, but h e had a head injury.
He's a judo
expert; a black belter. They burnt the plac e you know.
Surprisingly
enough when we everybody that was there and rounded them all up, about
money, you know? They burnt re c ords? We had the deposit slips. You
know we deposited it in bulk, but not in individual records. We kept
the individual records at LBJ, but we just had a deposit with the bank.
And when we got them down and asked them all what they did and so on, we
came out, I think, within about 81¢ of what was really in the a cc ount.
Johnson was the only real penologist of the whole damn bunch. He's got
his doctorate in penology.
He lives out in California. Vernon D.
Johnson.
He always hated that because they always called him "VD". We
c alled him Johnny.
(286 Edgewood, Pa c ifica, CA 94044).
That's Johnny
and I think Johnny can bring you right up to snuff of that.
I was in
there about three months.
[Sic:
that would be roughly from 28 August
to 28 November 1968. BUT THEN WHEN THE HELL DID IVAN NELSON TAKE OVER?]
Something like that. Then I took over the Group and Ivan Nelson came
He was also in CORDS but in
in.
Ivan came down; he was up in IV Corps.
IV Corps. [sic:
Nelson says he was in Eye Corps.]
Currey:
Keyes.

Do you know Bill Keyes?
Ke y es.

No.

Can't help you on that one.

Ivan and I--ther e were about half a dozen of us--went over there at the
same time and all in on e group to work with CORDS and get the prison
system straightened out over there in Vietnam. Civilian prisons.
I was
in III Corps and he went up to IV Corps and he c ame down there and took
over that prison when I went out and I took ove r the c ommand th e re and I
got promoted to go with the c ommand and that's when he came down ther e ,
so he would have been there-[Aside:
Hey, Mom.
Come over here.
She's my walking encyc lopedia.
you remember, over there in Vietnam, when did I get promoted?[

Do

I got promoted in January 1969,
just a short time before that.
over in November 1968.
I don't
may be right but I don't recall
[Aside:

so Ivan took over the stockade from me
I don't know how Keyes could have taken
know how he could have done that.
He
it like that.

When was I at LBJ?]

I might have the dates listed on one of these plaques I've got.
I could
probably figure out where I was at that time but I got back to the
States in May 1969; came down here to Ft. Benning.
Ivan should have
been right about that time.
I'm 6 1 2 11

,

about 255.
--end--

Interview - #2
Eugene Murdock
Friday, 1000 hours, 4 May 1990, by telephone
6257 Starlight Drive
Columbus, Georgia 31904
telephone = 1-404-563-0667
[Currey:

Do you mind if I quote you?]

Hell, no.
I don't care.
I went to Vietnam on 15 April 1968 and
returned in April 1969, but not all that time was spent at LBJ.
Five of
us LTCs went over together:
Nelson, Murdock~ guy named Trop, and two
others whose names I forget. We were all assigned to CORDS and our
mission was to beef up the national police system. We were
'Westmoreland's boys.'
Nelson went up to Eye Corps and I went to III
Corps
At this time we knew nothing about the Long Binh Jail. We had nothing
to do with that. That belonged to the MP BDE and we weren't in that
unit. At the time of the incident there, LTC Johnson was the stockade
confinement . officer. We were all trying to get out of that damn CORDS
and they wouldn't let us go til we had been there some six months.
Six
months was up so they let us go.
I left and went the 89th MP group. We
got there, and hell, while we were getting our orientation, BANG and the
damn thing blew up.
Johnson was hurt and evacuated. How badly I don't
recall but badly enough to evacuate him back to the United States.
I
understand he may later have had some emotional problems as a result.
He was a professional confinement officer. He's got a doctorate.
I was
the senior guy so in I went as the confinement officer and Herman Trop
went in with me. He was my deputy.
[NOTE:
THIS MAY BE THE ONLY TIME
AN LTC SERVED AS A DEPUTY.]
You ought to have seen that goddammed place.
I left there in November
cause I was promoted to full colonel and took over the 89th MP Group and
went up to the Brigade, Then they brought Nelson in to take over the
stockade,
I was only two hundred yards away in my new job so if he'd
needed anything, he could have yelled. We had a couple of days overlap
so I could show him where things were.
Trop was there and stayed on there. Trop has a mind like a goddam trap;
he probably remembers more of this than Nelson and I do. Nelson came in
in about November because I went to Group about then.
[NOTE: Keyes tells how he came in November and Nelson was in place
running the stockade and then Keyes claims to have taken over about
January. This chronology of Colonel Nelson leaves very little time for
Nelson to have been in charge. Try to figure this out.]
LTC Herman Trop
601 Fairidge Drive
Jamestown, NC 27282

When I got there they had burnt the whole goddammed place. I got there
right after this thing happened.
The fires were still burning.
[NOTE:
SO IF THE RIOT OCCURRED ON 29 August 1968, MURDOCK MUST HAVE ARRIVED NLT
1 September.] It was kind of eerie walking through the gate and the
damn ole lights and smoke, buildings still burning, wire all around, and
that bunch over there going BOUGALOU, BOUGALOU, BOUGALOU.
[laughs] I
went in there and nobody knew what was going on. We didn't know how
many prisoners we had. Minimum number of escapes.
I forget how many,
maybe only 3/4 who left the compound; maybe as many as seven, that
figure sticks in my mind. They came back, all but a couple of them and
I think they ended up dead down in Dope Alley in Saigon, down there with
the whores, drug addicts.
Soul Alley.
This general--Frank Mildren.
He said to me Can you go in there and take
them? I said, Yessir. What would it take you to do it? I told him a
battalion. Can you go in there and take them without hurting anybody?
Nossir. What do you think? he said. How many will get hurt? I said, I
would suggest that maybe as many as four, five, six get killed; anywhere
from a dozen to two dozen get beat up or hurt. No, no, no, he said. He
said, Well, can we play the waiting game? I said, Yessir. Time cures
all.
If they want to shit in the corner and sit in it, let them sit in
it.
If we control their rations and if they don't shape up I'll just
knock off letting them have cigarettes. And we played the waiting game.
Oh, cigarettes.

They'd turn their mother in for a cigarette.

Inmates had one compound they was in command of. They were all black.
The discussion was and the recommendation was--partly mine--Let them
stay there. They're not going anywhere. They're not worth a shit.
They don't do any work anyway. Let them stay. Throw damn C-rations
over the fence.
They'll eventually get tired. They wore blankiets and
put chicken bones in their hair and tied them in their nose. After
awhile some would come to the gate and ask for a broom and a mop.
Every
day I went in there and inspected them.
I was in charge; that was my
job. I took Josh Williams, a big black sergeant we had, and Trop and a
medical officer. We weren't armed; no weapons allowed inside the
stockade. What good would one have done anyway? If they wanted to kill
you, a gun wouldn't have stopped five or six hundred people. What
good's a gun going to do? If they want to kill me, they kill me; if I
don't have a gun, chances are they won't kill me.
Sometimes guns get
you in trouble. Were we a little puckered? You probably couldn't have
drove a needle up my ass with a hammer on a couple of occasions.
It was
a side show in there!
I told them I'm coming in there and inspect you!
I got them together and told them what I thought of it and said
goddammit, let's clean this place up. You're all going to die of
Chinese Rot here.
Naw. They weren't going to grab me as a hostage. We'd of wiped their
ass.
I told them what we had to wipe their ass with.
Cause we could
have gone in there anytime we wanted. We don't want to hurt any of our
people; we don't want to hurt any of you.
I said, Now you just start to
think and talk to people in there.

We got most of the prisoners straightened out real quick and the others,
we just let them go on and make asses out of themselves. We put burlap
on the fence around them so nobody could see them.
Course that broke
their hearts cause they wanted to be watched.
They just kept cooling
down and finally one day there was only about six or seven left.
They
had a couple of leaders.
They finally brought this one leader out and
threw the goddam guy over the top of the goddam gate to us.
His buddies
threw him out.
He hit the deck!
I think it was an argument over a damn
cigarette and some C-rations.
He was hollerin for help, too. Get me
out, he was hollerin, Get me out.
Help.
They were pissed off. Old
Long went out there and watched and said He hasn't hollered enough yet.
Oh yeah.
[laughs] Ole Long was standing over behind a building,
waiting for them to throw him over.
It was kind a disgraceful thing for
the army, it really was.
No doubt about it.
If somebody had to be a
part of it, I guess it was better to have somebody who was a little bit
older, like I was, rather send in some younger guy to walk all over his
talleywhacker. A sense of humor was important too. You'd go crazy if
you don't [have one]. Wasn't going to change anything if you went in
there with a great big chip on your shoulder.
See, what happened, all the time these people were there, we were going
over their records.
They all had sentences. We were calling them out
on the tarmac there and making up an airplane load and shipping them
out. We'd call their names out and they'd come out to go back to FLVN
to serve twenty years.
I said, Now if you don't come out then we're going to court martial you
for escape and you're going to get twenty more years. We never had one
person refuse to come out.
Interesting, isn't it?
We put out the fire, we started cleaning up, we tried to get the records
straight.
I don't know how many people were there at the time.
700?
That was too many.
It just kept dwindling down day by day as the
airplanes went out.
It must have taken a month or so.
Then I got these conex containers and we made them into prisons and cut
them out and put bars on them and put tents up and put them right out
alongside the fence and told them, Remember, whenever you get ready to
start serving your time, you just come out and knock on the door and
we'll put you in there and lock you up and you can start all over again.
Now there had already been conexes but they burnt the damn place where
they were. They were all inside a building built around them and burnt
it down and so we got some new ones and put a tent up over them. And we
also cleaned up the old ones and started filling them up again.
People
would come out and turn themselves in and go in those conexes.
We couldn't shut off their water or refuse to give them food.
You know
the doctor and the IG. They were standing around like they were
important. _ So I said, O.K., go on in and talk to them then.
"I'm not
going to talk to them." So I said, Well, take my goddam word for it.
[laughed] Yeah. We had to feed them--3 meals a day. We had to give

them all the water they wanted,
C-rations.

No reduced diet.

They got damn

No.
Trop was great.
The son-of-a-bitch would probably lie to you and
say he didn't do it. He'd go out there and they'd start hollering and
he'd throw a couple of gas grenades over the fence into them. Scatter
them about for a little bit.
Sergeant Long? He was the confinement NCOIC. Big black guy. They
cal led him a "Big Mutha." You'd better believe it.
He did things 1 ike
that, too.
I'm sure I didn't want to know about them.
He was the Big
Daddy. They didn't want to mess with him. You've got to have somebody
like that.
He was a soldier. Very excellent.
He was good and very
intelligent.
He'd say, Well, we'd better watch that guy. He'd get in
there and talk to them.
Sit and talk to them a couple of hours at a
time. The troops respected him and so did the prisoners. We didn't do
too much without calling Long in.
We just waited them out, Time does a whole lot of
'Frank' go out. And 'Frank' gets on an airplane.
'Bill' goes. Then 'Joe'd shout:
"I'm not going.
Then they'd call out his name and he'd say, "Here,
up front and center.
[laughs]

things. They'd see
'Well, goddam.'
Then
Piss on you people."
sir." And he'd come

It was an exciting time.
Had to rebuild everything. Biggest thing was
that the guard situation was just untolerable.
Just horrible. They
just didn't have enough people. They were correction trained but it was
a big old compound and just a boring, boring, dull, job. I don't know
why those young men just didn't go crazy working there. They just
didn't have enough people.
It was a great big thing with a wire fence
all around.
The inmates were working on a tunnel they thought was secret.
It went
from medium compound out toward the fence. We knew right where they
were all the time.
Oh, yeah. One of those damn engineers had a sensor
there. Yeah, hell.
[laughs] "They're getting closer." It gave them
something to do. Yeah. Really.
After the riot, we'd go out and say Alright, we're going to have a work
detail.
Sandbagging. And it makes them mad. And they'd fill them and
haul them out to the line. And we started that and we started cleaning
up and little by little this one and that one would surrender. And we
were shipping them out as fast as we could. That opened up some of
those people who were just sitting on their ass.
I think inefficiency
was what built the population up. The people in Okinawa and other
places didn't want them and so they didn't expedite shipments and LBJ
got more and more crowded before the riot.
Trop is a good man to talk to on this one cause we'd get these calls
every damn night from Washington. We were the big stars. Trop said,
They can kiss my ass. He'd be sitting there typing up a report and
they'd call and he'd say, Now gentlemen, what can I do for you? and he'd

reach down and grab his balls.
[laughs] We'd all laugh. Those people
back in Washington didn't know what the hell was going on.
We had it pretty well under control. There weren't any big dangers.
The initial flare-up there.
I don't know whose fault it was, whether
prisoner or guard.
I imagine a combination thereof. And the
overcrowded condition. Course they complained about the messhall and
food.
I don't think that was the reason.
It was just they were there,
and hell, they were all just a bunch of hotheads. A great percentage of
blacks. Percentage was way up there.
It had to be 80-85%.
Those blacks turned native. They went back. Blankets and bone
necklaces and beat on barrels for drums.
Ole' Trop went out there one
night and said, Alright, this is the last time I'm going to tell you--I
want you to tune that sonofabitch up!
[laughs] All those kind of
things were in the stockade.
The first week for example. They'd come out running and--oh hell, that
fence must have been 20' high--they'd try to run up that fence.
So Ole'
Trop went out and got a bunch of bamboo poles. They'd run out to the
fence and start climbing and he'd take one of those poles and WHAP the
shit out of them, about break their damn knuckles.
Down they'd come!
Then he'd hand them a tear gas baseball grenade. They made us stop that
cause the hospital was just right up from us and it had air conditioning
and they were inhaling all that tear gas.
The riot was a kind of attraction thing for a little bit and there was
some attention right at the beginning but not so much as you might have
thought.
Reporters weren't going to stay there and stand out in that
hot sun. I was busy. For the first 30 days I didn't leave the
stockade. Right around the clock, twenty-four hours a day.
I slept
right there right inside the wire. When they had an alert, I wanted to
be sure I was there.
I had a great big baseball bat setting there. And
when I went through the gate I was going to swing that sonofabitch as
hard as I could and hit the first thing I could hit.
There were a couple of enlisted people hurt, maybe killed. One
sergeant.
I forget his name.
I think so. Another officer, too,
besides Johnson. When I went in there, the fire was smouldering. We
had nothing to work with. We started reinforcing things. We got a
goddam count. Group had an investigative officer, but I was busy and
didn't have time to mess with what had started the damn thing. They
didn't even question me cause I knew nothing about it.
All the administration records had not been burned. There were other
rosters in the NCOIC's office; he had a roster of everybody in there.
But there was a considerable amount of reconstituting of records.
That's fordamn sure. Brigade had records of who was in and who was out
and requests for shipment.
So we went up to BDE and got a lot of them.
We put things together. A lot of inmates were glad to get out of there
even though they were going to LVN to serve a five-year sentence.

They had one guy who was supposed to be the leader. We had him in the
conex.
This was before I left, and they say Ole Iven would go down and
talk to him and Ivan would talk to this other guy in the cell, but there
wasn't any other guy in there!
Drove the inmate half nuts. Nelson'd
say, How about that John? The inmate would say, Who you talkin to?
Ivan'd say, I 1 fu talkin to John. Goddam it, right there he is!
Apparently that darky went crazy. Well, he was about half nuts to begin
with.
[laughs]
The leaders were pretty damn sharp. They weren't fools.
Not educated,
but you don't have to be educated to be pretty damn clever.
Some guys
might have been discontented, but not part of the violence. But I
guarantee you blacks can't do that. When they get down they have to get
violent.
I just think that's some of their genes. These Iranians and
Iraqis aren't much better. All they do is shake their fist and holler,
UNGAH, UNGAH. Palestinians. Arafat. Another world. You don't know
what's going on. The inmates beat on their drum and bougalooed, made up
chicken songs. They'd get out there and cluck. Bunch of bastards. But
we didn't put water hoses or anything like that on them. All kind of
things we could have done. We left them alone. During the riot some
guards may have fired on them but not while I was there. They didn't
kill any of them as I understand it. That was all over with when I got
there; hell, it was over with in two-three hours. There wasn't much
accomplished the first few days other than to keep it down and keep
things moving and no big moves. We were getting in a reaction force.
I
went in to see Brandenberg, the BDE commander, and said, We've got to
get some people in here. Now. They said We have some but they're not
correction trained.
I said, That's a step closer.
I don't want a bunch
of infantry soldiers in there.
And we started moving in little by little. We did not ignore the
inmates who still held the medium compound. We knew who they were. We
got the count. We'd go in and inspect the place with the medical
officer. He'd look at people and say they were sick and take sick call.
If they were real sick he took them to the hospital. Course we had a
clinic right there for minor things.
But they were soldiers.
If they
were sick, they went to the hospital. And pretty soon they got the
feeling that this is all over. And it was. Then they'd just start
walking up to the gate.
When Nelson took over from me he just kept building, cleaning up.
[NOTE: WHAT HE SAID TO ME WAS:
BIG GENE WAS THERE DURING THE RIOT.
I
JUST RELIEVED HIM.
HE WAS JUST HOLDING IT TOGETHER UNTIL I GOT THERE.
HE COULDN'T STRAIGHTEN THE THING OUT AND SO THAT WAS WHY I GOT SENT
FOR.]
Is that right?
[THAT MEANS HE DID SOMETHING DIFFERENT, PRESUMABLY.]
Well, when he got there, there were no more people segregated, they were

all back in the stockade.
[WELL, I WONDER WHAT HE MEANS THEN?]
They don't call him the 'Mad Russian' for nothing, you know.
Terrible.

Ivan the

[HOW DID HE GET THOSE NICKNAMES?]
Oh, he's just a gung-ho character, pretty intelligent. Everything he
did he did 110%. A little crazy. An old 25th INF soldier. A good
soldier. An old friend of mine. He has a good record as a good ole'
fightin fool.
But he's implied--maybe I was relieved, but I know I
wasn't. Thinks I couldn't straighten it out. But I didn't have enough
time.
It just took time. We had all the plans and the engineers were
there building up a new messhall. That wasn't done yet. And building
all the permanent barracks back. One of the things wrong was that we
didn't have enough places to keep these people. Showers. Heads that
didn't work proper. Commodes.
They brought in services, guys out on
work details and had had.
I was just senior man and sent in. Other
than that, I don't know what the hell he's talking about.
He's kind of
chesty. Walks around with his chest out. Gruff speaking. Shaves his
hair down til there's nothing on his head. He's got a deep voice and he
keeps making a [kissing] sound when he talks. And he smokes that damn
pipe.
I hate a goddam pipe smoker. I think all pipe smokers got
something wrong with them. That's my opinion.
[laughs] But he's a
tough man. A good man. A little bigger than average. Very physical.
Well put together and kept himself top-notch.
I'm not going to say
anything bad about Ivan.
The black chaplain didn't want to talk to you about LBJ because his kind
were the goddam problem. No, I don't understand blacks who put goddam
chicken bones in their nose and their hair. No way do I understand
that!
And say they're soldiers and United States citizens.
I don't
understand that at all.
If a supply room doesn't issue you a chicken
bone, you don't get it.
It might have been a little bit both ways here;
I'm not going to give it all to them.
Sure there were probably guards
who were harrassing them, a good ole redne c k from down in Alabama or an
ole c racker from Florida. You know damn well they'd get on their case.
[WHEN I TALK TO INMATES, IT WASN'T THE REDNECK FROM GEORGIA OR THE GOOD
OLE BOY FROM FLORIDA WHO WORRIED THEM, IT WAS SGT LONG. HE'S THE GUY
THEY REMEMBER. ]
The reason they remember him is that I've had black NCOs in my c areer in
the army who were MPs or just good NCOs and they just can't stand a
black that don't function.
The good ones just can't stand them. Ole
Josh Williams would get out there and his goddam eyes would get fire in
them. He'd just look at them.
Fac t is, you got to watch guys like him.
They'll get out there and get physi c al with them. Josh was a good man.
A good individual.

Sometimes the inmates asked to see me to talk to me. We had a form they
had to fill out, and then they could see me. And I'd sit there and I'd
know no more what the hell they said than the man in the moon.
I didn't
understand a word they said. They didn't give a damn if I knew. When
I'd get all finished they'd say, "Thank you very much, Sir, for
listening.
It helped me a lot. Thank you. And I hadn't done a damn
thing for them. Yes, I did.
I sat there and listened to them.
I
couldn't do anything for him. Not really.
Cause he had a counselor.
The counselor would be sitting there.
He's the guy you've got to talk
to anyhow. Til I get the word from the counselor, I'm not going to pay
any attention to it.
[laughs] Oh, I've sat and looked at many of them.
Then they'd go out and tell, "That Colonel Murdock!
He's a great guy!
He's a good ole sonofabitch. 11
I didn't have confinement training. No more than any officer who went
through the basic course. Ohhhhh, now wait a minute friend. When I was
picked down there, they had a couple of them right there who had
master's degrees in penology. "What the hell you sending me down there
for when you got these goddam educated guys here?" They didn't want to
go down there.
C'mon now, would you rush down there with seven hundred
of those sonsabitches with chicken bones in their hair? . Huh? If you
were a regular army major or lieutenant colonel? I was an old-army
lieutenant colonel. They couldn't do a whole hell of a lot to me. That
didn't bother me.
Ole Trop, I said, get your goddam haversack. Let's
go.
Here we go. Herman's a wild man.
Smart. Hell, yeah. They had a
damn major there and a lieutenant colonel. This major wasn't even
assigned yet. He could have been sent wherever they wanted. But I
understand he was peein green down his leg thinkin' they were going to
put the slam on him.
I tell you what.
He wouldn't have been any good.
He would have flunked.
Scared to death of them.
[DO YOU REMEMBER YOUR CHAPLAIN AT THE TIME?]
[1-o-n-g pause.] Whew!
[pause] The only thing I can say is I remember
we had a chaplain.
[laughs] In other words, he wasn't that forward and
impressive. I'm sure he was doing a job, probably a pretty good one.
We had services.
I know this. They burnt the chapel.
I'll try to find an old photo from the time to send you.
-- END --

